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Lesson In Love 


| tore the ribbon off, popped the tape into the VCR and sank down on the couch. 
The bedroom on the screen looked familiar; quiet jazz played in the background. 
Shit. That was Jason's bedroom. 


The next moment Jason came into view, gave an awkward smile. "Well, that's what you wanted, so here you go. 


Happy birthday, Kirk" 


He was wearing a see-through white shirt and tight leather pants-when was the last time Jason wore leather 


pants? | can't say they didn’t look good on him. 


Slowly, Jason ran his hand down from his neck to his chest, rubbed it over his nipples. One by one, he slipped 

the buttons out of their holes, and slid the shirt off his shoulders. His hips began moving sensuously-okay, so 
that was Jason, give him some credit for trying—and his hand slid lower to unlace the pants. He pushed them 

down his hips and- 


Enough. 


| jabbed the "Stop" button on the remote. | turned to James sitting next to me, who hadn't said a word since 


he'd handed me the tape. 
"What's this?" | pointed the remote toward the TV. 

James shrugged. "That's my birthday present for you. You don't like it?" 

"And why did you think that watching Jason strip would be a good present for me?" 

James didn't answer at first, his eyes fixed somewhere on the wall above the stereo cabinet 
"James?" 

Still without looking at me, he pulled a folded sheet of paper out of his pocket and handed it to me. 


My sweet Jason, | read my own handwriting, / lie in the bed that used fo be our bed, and | miss your body next 
fo mine. | would give anything To feel you again, fo see you naked to see you take off your clothes for me, to- 


"Where did you get that?" | looked up, but James was busy studying his boots this time. 
"I was looking for something in your den the other day and it- it fell out of a book" 


"And what, because of that you decided to give me a tape with naked Jason? Dammit, James, what were you 


thinking?" | tossed the remote onto the coffee table. 


"Fuck, | don't know." His brows furrowed. "I know you haven't been happy recently. You've been acting all weird 
and shit" He took a deep breath. "I thought this would make you happy, even if it's .. ." He gestured vaguely 
toward the TV screen 


"James, look at me." | moved closer and squeezed his thigh. "This is old stuff. Old, as in three years old. | wrote 
it after Jason left the band. After he broke up with me. | wrote dozens of them, but never sent any. That was 
three years ago." 

His eyes finally found mine. 

| straddled his legs. "| haven't thought about Jason for a long time, and definitely not since you and | got 
together. And if I've been acting weird, thats because I'm stressed out and tired with the tour, and 


everything." | paused again to catch his face in my hands. "I love you, you dumb fuck" 


| pulled his head closer. Blue eyes looked at me with concern, and with love. 


Who gives a fuck about Jason. James was all | needed, and | had him right here, right now. 


| kissed the tip of his nose. "I love you," | whispered. His eyes slipped shut and | kissed his eyelids, too. "I love 


you. 


| wanted to say it over and over again, but he closed his arms around me, his breath warm in my ear. "I love 
you too," he said and then his tongue found its way into my mouth and | wasn't thinking about talking any 


more. 


Some time later we lay breathless and sweaty, warm fuzziness filling me inside out. | shifted, trying to stretch 


my legs. There must be more comfortable places for birthday sex than a couch, but | so wasn't complaining. 


James pulled me on top of him-one hand wrapped across my back, preventing me from falling, the other 


caressed my ass. 
| looked down into his eyes. "So what, you asked Jason to strip for you and he did, just like that?" 


"He didn't do it for me, he did it for you." His hand cupped my neck and pulled me down for another kiss. 
"Besides, | wasn't even there. | explained it to him on the phone, and he fedexed me the tape last week" 


| wish | had heard that-James explaining to Jason how he wants him to strip, tape it, and then send the tape 
in the mail. | bet it'd been a fun conversation 


More kisses followed. 


"Hey, you wanna watch the rest?" James nuzzled my neck. "The beginning is boring, but later Jason gets 


carried away a little and starts jerking off. Man, he makes such funny noises” 
| raised an eyebrow. "He jerks off?" 

"Yeah" 

"If you weren't there, than how do you know what's on the tape?" 

James blinked a few times, shifted a little. Cleared his throat. "I~ | watched it! 
"Oh you did, did you" 

"Yeah. But only for quality assurance purposes" He cracked a smile. 


A memory of Jason flashed through my mind and a second later | was laughing out of control. | buried my 
head in James's shoulder. "You're right, he sounds hilarious when he jerks off" 


There's nothing better than great birthday sex. Nothing, that is, other than great birthday sex with your 


current lover, followed by some birthday fun at the expense of your ex-lover who ditched you. 
"S0?" A spark appeared in James's eyes. He wiggled his eyebrows. "Should we?" 


"Absolutely!" | grabbed the remote and pressed "Play". 


(end) 


